With cheers from the Yanks I dived off the ramp and
swam ashore to set foot on French soil for the first time
since 1937. It was glorious.

I must stop here to tell the sequel to my swimming ashore
on the Normandy beachhead. An account of it appeared in
Life magazine. Shortly afterward the editors received a
letter from Ensign J. W. Wray of the U.S.LCT (6) 767 of
which the final paragraph read:

"The trunks which she borrowed from my aio-pound
Mo.M.M. were most becomingly draped. We hope Miss
Lawrence did not jettison the trunks during her tour of
France, as we would like to have them back to suspend
from the yardarm in memoriam,"

The trunks were jettisoned, of course. Instead, I sent off
to the crew of U.S.LCT (6) 767 a pair of my own pink
silk lace-trimmed panties with the message:

Keep 'em flying until I can fill yem.

As we beached we heard the news that the Allies had
made another advance, which brought them to within three
miles of Paris.

"Ssh!" said Bobbie Andrews. "I think I can hear Alice
Delysia singing the 'Marseillaise* even from here."

Alice had gone across for E.N.S.A. a week ahead of us,
and much had been made in the press about her picking up
a handful of French soil and saying: "I shall not go back
until I have thrown this over the Arc de Triomphe."

She has a fine record for her work with E.N.S.A. and,
being French, she was naturally longing to get to Paris.

We drove in convoy from the beach to Masefield, which
is a clearing depot. There we met Colonel Haggarth, our